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ThcHjfortc 

Prin. I,andmarkethcc toOjlaclce. 

Falf. D o fo,for it is worth the liftning to, there nine in Buck-, 
rom t hat I told thee of. 

Prin. So, two more already* 
palf Their points beiug broken. 

To in, Downe fell his hole. 

F a/f Began to giueme ground: but I followed me cIofc,came 
in, toot.and hand, & witha.thought/euen of the eleuen I paid. 
Prtn.O monftrous’.eleuen Buckrom men grownc out of twoi 
pa/f.But as die deuil would Jiaue ir,chree nusbegottenknaues 
in Kendall greene came at my backc, and let driue at me, for it 
was lo darke , Hal, that thou could’ft not fee thy hand. 

p rtn. rThefe lyes are like the father that begets the, groffe as 
a mountaine,opcn, palpable. Why thou clay-brain d guts,thou 
knotty-pated foole ; tliou horefon oblcenc greafie tallow-catch, 
Palf What, art thou mad? art thou mad; is not tlie trueth the 

trueth? ' f 

P riff. Why, how could’ft thou know thefe men in KepdalJ 
; green, whe it was fo darke thou could’ft notice thy haud/comc 
tell vs your reafon.W hat lay eft thou to this ? 

Vein, Come your realon, Tacke, your realon. 

pklf. What, vpon compulfiou/ Zoundes , and I were at the 
ftrappndo.or all the rackes in the worlde,! would not tel you on 
compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfion? if reafons were 
as pientie as biacke-berries,! would giue no man a realon vpon 

C ° l VriJce. lie be no longer guiltie of this fame. This fangume 
coward, this bedprelfer, this horie-backe-breaker> tus u,gc 

L.Zbloud you ftarneling,you elfskin,you dried neatstoug,you 
bullpi 2 zel,you ftockfiflirO for breath to vtteiyw hat is ike thee. 

you^tailcrs yard, you flieath,y 0 iibowca!c, you vile ftadrng tuck. 

^ Vr in. W ci,breatheawliile,a n dthentoit againe^wl^ntlwu 

haft tired thy felfe in baft copanfons, Iicare me fpeakc buttli . 

Voynes. Marke,Iacke. , , , . _ • i 

p rtl. We t.vofaw you foure fet on foure,& bound them, and 
were mafias of their wealth.-marke now how aplame tale Ih* 1 
put you downe, then did wee two let on you toure , and^a 


^ f/Ltlr lie- ** - 


of Jrlcttry the fourth* 

wordcjoutfac’t you from. your MS4& {iaue tyefs&w fhew 
it you here in the houfeiand Falftalffe,you carried y our guts a- 
way as nimbly, with as quickc dcxrenac,& . roard foi mci cy ,and 
ftil run and roarers etier I heard B ul-calf. What a ilaue an thou 
to hacke thy fword as thou halt done; & then fay it was in fight. 
What tricke? what deuic c ? what ftamng holccanft thou now 
find out, to Jude thee from this open and apparant inair.e? 
foin.C ome, let’s hearc.Iacke, whattneke haft thou now? 
Talft- By the Lord , 1 knew y ee as well as hee that made yet. 
Why, heart you, nay maftersywas it for me, to kill the heire ap- 
parant? fliould 1 turne vpon the true Prince? why, thoukno w- 
eft, I am as valiant, as Hercules : but, bewaremftmet, thclyon 
will not touch thetrue Prince, inftm<ft is a great matter. I was 
a coward on inftintt, I lhall thrnke tlie. better of my fele, and 
thee, during my life*, I , for a valiant lyon, and thou, foi a tiue. 
Prince: but, by tlie Lord, lads, I am glad you liauc the money.' 
Hoftefie, clap to the docres, watch tb night, pray tomorrow, 
gallants, lads, boy es, liearts of goId,all the titles of goodfellow- 
ihip cometoyou. What, iliall we bee metric, lhaUweliauc 

a play extempore? _ 

p yin. Content, and t lie argument fhall bc,thy running away* 
fa, A, no more of rhat,Hal,& thou loueft m e.Enter bo(tefse s 
Ho, O Iefu,my Lordthe Prince 1 

fPnw.Hcw now, my lady the lioftcfle,what faift thou to me? 
f/c.Marry,my L.tlicre is a noblc-man of the court,»t doorc, 
would fpeakc with you : he fayes, he comes from your Father. 

‘ frm. Giue him asmuch, as will make Inin a royail man , and 
fend him. backe agame to my mother* 

FaI What maner of mains he? 

Ho. An old man. ' 

Fat. Whatdodigrauitieoutof his bed at midnight? bhalli 
giue him his anfwerc? ... 

Prin, Prethee dbjjlackc.F^/. Faith ,andilefcud him packing. 

Exit. 

Priw.Now firs, birlady youfoughtfairc, fodidyouPeto,fo 
did you Bardol, you arc lions to, you ranaway vpon mitinft, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fic. 

Bar. Faith, / ran, when / faw others runne, 

£ P rin. 
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